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"I know we don't really have a great relationship, and maybe I wasn't the best mother in the world... But this is insane, y-you can't just-"

"Wow, way to make it all about you." Ashley cut in, gently placing the barrel of her pistol against her mother's lip. "You should just be happy that dad isn't here. Otherwise, we'd deal with him the same way." She said happily. "But don't worry, I'm not gonna do anything until Andy comes back, so we've got plenty of time to catch up on happy childhood memories. Oh, wait, no, you didn't give me any of those."

She smiled at her mother, who was bound to her chair with duct tape, giving her daughter a look that was some kind of mix between pleading, fear, and contempt. The pair were alone in the basement for now while Ashley's brother made some withdrawals in their mother's name, while her father was out of town entirely.

"You're sick, Ash. You're both sick." Mrs. Graves spat back.

"But I feel just fine." Ashley said with a shrug. "Healthy as ever!"

"That's not the kind of sick that I'm talk- Ugh!" Mrs. Graves growled. "Look, I'm not going to pretend like I approve of any of this, or you, or what you and your brother are doing, or... Or you." She repeated. "But just stop this and I'll pretend I never saw either of you."

"Nah."

"I'm not joking! I-I could've screamed or something by now! We can work something out, I'm sure of it." Mrs. Graves pleaded.

Ashley laughed at her mother, taking a seat across from her. "Oh, you're a screamer? Gross."

"What? N-No, that's not- I didn't mean it like that, I-"

"It's fine, really, no need to feel embarrassed." Ashley said dismissively. "It's just weird to hear that from your own mom. It's okay, though. I'm definitely not judging you or planning to tell my brother to make him uncomfortable." She said with a laugh.

"That's not what I meant!" Her mother groaned. "...And somehow I don't think that'd really bother him, considering..." She grumbled under her breath.

"Considering what?" Ashley demanded.

"Don't get dumb with me, I know you two are fucking!" Mrs. Graves snapped. "He's your brother! That's disgusting!"

Ashley stared at her mother for a long moment, then shook her head. "I mean, honestly, I can't say I've never thought about it, but... Wow, what a weird place for your mind to go, mom. Do you think about your children fucking very often?" She teased.

"What!? No! Just shut up!" Mrs. Graves hissed, struggling against her bindings. "D-don't lie to me, I know what's going on with you two!"

"Well, clearly you don't, 'cause all this..." Ashley gestured at her own body with the pistol. "Is pure and innocent and unfucked by my dear brother..." She grinned and leaned in closer. "But go on, mom. Tell me about the things you fantasize your son and daughter doing together."

"Stop, no, I'm not... I don't-"

"C'mon, you can do it." Ashley urged, moving her gun up under her mother's chin. "Tell your sweet, loving, understanding daughter about the naughty things that you imagine she does to her big, strong, caring brother... How long have you been thinking about it, huh? Does it keep you up at night?"

"Just stop it, Ashley. This is fucked up."

"You're the one that's into this shit, mom. Don't deny it, I can tell. I can see it in your eyes." Ashley cooed. "I bet you've got a lot of pent up frustration right now... Aw, I accidently discovered what you're into. But don't worry, I'm not gonna judge you for that... I mean, I'm pretty hot, aren't I?"

"What? No! Ew, you're my daughter!"

"Right, of course. Uh-huh. That's why you're looking at my body, and not the gun I've got pressed against your neck. Yeah, that makes sense, totally." Ashley replied sarcastically.

"I-I'm not-!" Mrs. Graves protested. "I'm not checking you out, don't be disgusting!"

"Then how come I can see your nipples getting hard, huh?"

Mrs. Graves froze up, staring wide-eyed at her daughter, who was lewdly staring at her chest. She looked down and noticed her nipples straining against the material of her shirt, which she could feel rubbing against them uncomfortably.

"See, I knew it." Ashley taunted. "I bet you're getting so hot and bothered right now... Don't worry, it happens to the best of us." She said sympathetically, pressing the gun up against her mother's neck harder, causing the woman to wince. "Which of us turns you on more, me or Andy?"

"W-what kind of question is that!?"

"A simple one, don't overthink it." Ashley insisted. "C'mon, tell me... There are no wrong answers!" She grinned and leaned in. "There's totally a wrong answer."

"I-I..." Mrs. Graves struggled with her words. "You, alright? You." She finally caved, looking away.

"Hmm, good choice. I can respect that." Ashley nodded approvingly. "Wanna kiss?"

"N-no!"

"Aw, c'mon, it's just a kiss, mom." Ashley teased. "With tongue, don't worry." She added, lewdly licking her lips.

"Y-you're crazy." Mrs. Graves muttered.

"I knew it, you like Andy more!" Ashley declared angrily, tightening her grip in the gun. "Maybe I should just kill you right now before he gets back, so your last moment will be spent with your inferior daughter that you don't want to fuck as badly as your precious son!"

"N-no! Wait! That's not true, please!" Mrs. Graves protested.

"Oh, no? Then show it, whore. Prove to your daughter that you care about her."

Mrs. Graves bit her lip, glancing nervously around the basement. There was no sign of Andy, and the house was silent, apart from the sounds of cars driving by outside. She didn't see any other way out of this... And there was also that other thing... "F-fine!" She said after a long pause. "Then kiss me already, you crazy bitch!"

Ashley leaned forward and pressed her lips against her mother's. Mrs. Graves tensed up, but then started kissing back. Ashley pushed her tongue into her mother's mouth and started exploring her. Their tongues entwined and they swapped spit and saliva, getting each other's mouths nice and wet.

"Mmm, yeah, that's more like it." Ashley murmured, pulling away. "Not bad for your first kiss with your daughter, mom."

"G-get over yourself, Ashley." Mrs. Graves huffed, looking away. "I-it was only a little exciting..."

"Uh-huh, sure." Ashley replied with a grin. "You're a terrible liar."

Mrs. Graves was blushing furiously, looking off to the side and biting her lip.

"So, did you enjoy kissing your daughter, mom?" Ashley asked innocently.

"It was... Fine." Mrs. Graves replied.

"Just fine?" Ashley asked. "Eh, I knew it. You prefer And-"

"Kiss me again!" Mrs. Graves cut her off, blushing even more.

"Okay, but only 'cause you're cute when you're being so bitchy." Ashley said, leaning forward. She pressed her lips against her mother's and started making out with her, pushing her tongue into the older woman's mouth and sliding it around. Mrs. Graves let out a muffled moan as she kissed her daughter back, their tongues mingling in each other's mouths. Ashley could feel the heat from her mother's breath and taste the faint trace of coffee still lingering in her mouth.

"Mmm..." Mrs. Graves murmured into the kiss, wrapping her tongue around her daughter's and sucking it into her mouth. Ashley pulled away with a smirk.

"Enjoying yourself?" She asked, grinning wickedly.

"I-I... M-maybe!" Mrs. Graves blurted out, looking away. "J-just hurry up and do whatever you're gonna do."

"Ooh, kinky." Ashley cooed. "I like the sound of that." She grabbed the hem of her shirt and pulled it up, revealing her tits. She smirked as she saw her mother's gaze drift down to her chest. "Like what you see, mom?" She teased, pinching one of her nipples.

Mrs. Graves quickly averted her eyes, blushing.

"I'll take that as a yes." Ashley chuckled, reaching down and grabbing her mother's wrists. She tugged at the duct tape holding her arms behind the chair, trying to pry it loose. "Let's have some fun." She said with a grin.

"A-are you serious?" Mrs. Graves asked. "I-I don't think I can... D-do that..."

"You're the one that kissed your daughter." Ashley pointed out, finally tearing off the tape and freeing her mother's hands. Mrs. Graves bit her lip, thinking for a moment, and then lifted her shirt over her head to free her tits. Ashley licked her lips and leaned forward, taking a nipple in her mouth and sucking gently. Mrs. Graves gasped as she felt the warmth of her daughter's tongue swirling around her breast.

Her mother groaned and reached down to run her fingers through her daughter's hair. Ashley smirked and moved to the other breast with a lewd groan. Mrs. Graves sighed and arched her back, pushing her breasts against her daughter's face. Ashley's hands roamed over her mother's body, caressing her stomach and sides.

"Mmm, yeah, you're loving this, aren't you?" Ashley murmured, looking up at her mother. "I bet you wanna taste me, don't you?"

"I-I..." Mrs. Graves started to answer, but her daughter didn't wait for her to finish.

"If you insist!" Ashley smirked and stood up, pulling down her pants and panties, exposing her moist cunt. Mrs. Graves couldn't help but stare at her daughter's naked form, her eyes trailing over the curves of her body and the smoothness of her skin. Ashley set the pistol down on the washing machine and sauntered over to her mother.

Mrs. Graves swallowed hard as her daughter approached, her heart pounding in her chest. Her breath quickened as Ashley straddled her, pressing her cunt against her mother's face. She only hesitated for a moment before pressing her lips against her daughter's cunt, starting to lick. Ashley shuddered as she felt her mother's tongue slip inside her. She placed a hand on the back of her mother's head and squeezed, forcing her mother deeper between her legs.

"Oh yeah, that's it, mom." Ashley groaned, grinding her pussy against her mother's face. "Just like that... Show me how bad you want me...!"

Mrs. Graves responded by thrusting her tongue deeper inside her daughter's cunt, tasting the arousal leaking out of her. She closed her eyes and focused solely of pleasuring her daughter, licking and sucking and tonguing her dripping cunt. Ashley bit her lip and let out a lewd groan as she felt her mother's tongue swirling around inside her, exploring every inch of her cunt.

"Fuck, mom..." Ashley gasped. "You're so good at this, you dirty fucking incestuous whore..." She gripped her mother's head harder and thrust her cunt against her mother's face, trying to force her tongue deeper inside her. "Fuck, yes, make your daughter cum... Make your sweet, sweet daughter cum, mommy..." She commanded, grinning lewdly.

"M-mmhm..." Mrs. Graves responded, continuing to eat her daughter out. She lapped up the juices flowing from Ashley's cunt and thrust her tongue as far inside her as she could. Ashley let out a low moan as her mother's tongue pleasured her, the older woman not hesitating at all despite Ashley's expectation.

Ashley's fingers dug into her mother's hair, holding her in place. She bucked her cunt against her mother's face, rubbing her slick pussy against her lips and tongue. "Fuck, yes... That's it, mom... Just like that..." She murmured, her voice thick with lust.

"M-mmhm..." Mrs. Graves murmured, her tongue lapping hungrily at her daughter's cunt. She could feel the juices flowing freely from Ashley's pussy, her lips and tongue coated with the warmth. She closed her eyes and kept at it, reached up and placing her hands on Ashley's bare ass. She gave the younger girl's cheeks a firm squeeze, causing her to gasp.

"God, fuck...!" Ashley cried out, her grip tightening on the back of her mother's head. "F-fucking lewd bitch... T-think of how much more fun it would've been if you had j-just done this years ago...!" She growled, pushing her cunt harder against her mother's face. "Y-you could've been doing this all the time instead of... Ugh... Instead of treating us like shit...!"

"Mm-mmhm..." Mrs. Graves grunted in response, too focused to really argue with her daughter's point. Her tongue worked feverishly, flicking and swirling and tasting every inch of Ashley's cunt. The younger girl was so close, she could feel her trembling.

"O-oh fuck, mom... I-I'm gonna... F-fuck...!" Ashley gasped. Her entire body shook as she came, her juices gushing into her mother's mouth and dripping down her chin. Mrs. Graves didn't slow down, continuing to pleasure her daughter throughout her climax.

Ashley continued to twitch with pleasure against her mother's face for several seconds after her orgasm. She slumped back, panting heavily, her hand falling away from her mother's head. Mrs. Graves slowly pulled away from her daughter's cunt, wiping her face with the back of her hand.

"Wow, mom, that was great." Ashley murmured, her voice husky.

"Thanks..." Mrs. Graves said back, blushing.

"I mean, for a bitch like you."

"H-hey!"

"Oh, relax." Ashley said dismissively, before unceremoniously lying down on her back. "Now, sit on my face."

Mrs. Graves blinked in surprise before following her daughter's command, turning around and sitting down over Ashley's face, her cunt hovering just above her mouth. Ashley smirked and grabbed her mother's thighs, pulling her down and burying her tongue in her wet pussy. Mrs. Graves yelped and gripped the chair behind her, her knuckles turning pale.

"Oh god, Ashley, wait- Aaah!" She groaned as Ashley's tongue started to explore her pussy. She arched her back and threw her head back, closing her eyes and enjoying the sensation. Her cunt was dripping with arousal, coating her daughter's lips and tongue. Ashley let out a lewd moan and eagerly went to work, licking and sucking and teasing her mother's sensitive pussy.

"Holy fuck, Ashley, s-slow down..." Mrs. Graves gasped.

Ashley ignored her and kept going, her tongue lapping eagerly at her mother's dripping pussy. Mrs. Graves let out another moan and bit her lip, grinding her cunt against her daughter's face. Ashley squeezed her mother's thighs, forcing her down even harder. She plunged her tongue deeper inside her mother, causing the older woman to gasp.

"Aaah, fuck... Y-you're a f-fucking lewd girl, Ashley..." Mrs. Graves groaned, gripping the back of the chair harder.

Ashley continued to eat out her mother, her tongue swirling and licking and exploring her cunt. Her mother's juices were flowing freely, her entire body trembling with pleasure. She couldn't believe she was letting her own daughter do this to her, but it felt so good that she couldn't stop herself. The fact that she had the chance to take advantage of the situation to snatch the gun while Ashley's guard was down had already occurred to her, and the fact that she chose to continue the incestuous fun instead was just exciting her more.

Ashley's hands roamed over her mother's thighs and ass, squeezing and stroking her skin. Mrs. Graves shuddered, her breathing heavier and heavier as her daughter pleasured her. Her cunt was soaked and dripping with her daughter's saliva.

"Fuck, Ashley, I'm so close... J... Just keep going, please..." Mrs. Graves begged, her voice hoarse.

Ashley smirked and kept eating her out, her tongue plunging deeper into her mother's pussy. Mrs. Graves was panting now, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Ashley tightened her grip on her mother's ass, holding her in place as she lapped at her cunt.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck...!" Mrs. Graves hissed through gritted teeth, her body tensing up as her orgasm approached. She couldn't stop herself, she was going to cum, and it was because of her awful daughter... But the way she was eating her out made it impossible to feel anything but pleasure, and the taboo really was just a bonus for her.

Ashley could sense her mother was nearing her peak and doubled her efforts, properly fucking her mother with her tongue now, furiously thrusting it in and out and lapping at her cunt. Mrs. Graves's body twitched and shuddered, and a few seconds later, she came hard.

"Aaah, fuck...!!" Mrs. Graves screamed as her body shuddered and her juices rushed into her daughter's waiting mouth. Ashley lapped up her mother's juices eagerly, drinking every drop until her mother was satisfied.

"Fucking lewd." Ashley commented, wiping her face clean and getting back up. "Well, what should we do next? Hmmm, I bet you'd like to scissor your daughter, wouldn't you? That's just shameful, but I guess I can-"

"What the fuck are you two doing?"

Ashley and Mrs. Graves slowly turned their heads to find Andrew standing in the doorway.

"O-oh... Hello, son." Mrs. Graves stammered. "Uhhh... y-your sister and I were just... Uh..."

"Oh, shut up." Ashley interrupted her, rolling her eyes at her mom before turning to her brother. "So, I decided we shouldn't kill mom... Yet."

"...Yet...?" Mrs. Graves grumbled.

Ashley ignored her and continued speaking to her brother. "So... Join in, or get out!"

Andrew shrugged and walked into the basement, fumbling with his belt. "I can't believe you're making me do this..." He complained.